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Looking for love - One 


Author's Notes: 
This part of the Patti Page Story is long, so | divided it to 4 parts. 


Please, enjoy and leave your comment :) 


lan Gillan and | got married at a quiet, private ceremony in February 1983. My niece Scarlet was my bridesmaid, 
lan's best man was Roger Glover. 


My parents, Jimmy, lan's mother and sister Pauline were present at the ceremony. 


lan was very anxious to do everything as it should be done and asked my father for my hand. He agreed of 
course, but added that he hoped that we knew what we were doing. 


| knew exactly what worried him. lan was much older than me. lan declared, however, his love for me and that 
he would do anything for me. 
| also felt that | loved him. Our friendship soon after it appeared between us, evolved into something more 


serious. | was silencing those quiet voices in my head that were telling me that maybe this marriage was a 


mistake, because the man standing next to me is not the one who should be there. 
| really wanted to believe it will work. 
Robert sent us a congratulatory telegram. The only one which | later tore to shreds and threw away. 


At the beginning of our marriage, lan received a phone call from Tony lommi of Black Sabbath, which caused 


lan's participation in Sabb's "Born Again" album. 


| accompanied him to Richard Branson's Old Manor house, equipped with new recording studio, where the 
recordings were supposed to take place. 


It wasn't easy for me, because Whitesnake was pretty busy that time, but | knew, | had to go there with him. 
In August 1984 | witnessed Deep Purple's reunion. | saw how their "Perfect Strangers" album was made. 
But only one year later, my marriage came to an end. 


It was incredibly sad. | wanted, | really wanted it to be successful. | married lan promising myself To do 
everything to make it successful. 
Damn, | loved him! Living with him turned out to be easy. Partly because during our marriage we didn't have 


much time to be together. We both toured. Above all, however, | never found a reason to fight with lan. At 


home, he was totally conflict-free. Master of compromise. Smiling, positive person 


However, after some time of this idyll, | realized that my feelings for Robert didn't disappear. 

| managed to stifle, to quench them for some time, but | didn't eliminate them. Any, even the smallest, 
information about him was enough for me to feel.. depressed. | plunged in despair, and only drugs were helping 
me to go out of it, although | was aware how illusory is that kind of help. 


lan had no awareness of how big role drugs played in my life. He wasn't using them, so he couldn't judge the 
scale of the problem. Sometimes he was mentioning something about it, declaring that he can help me to quit, 
but | was assuring him that | had no problem with that and that | could stop at any time. | really believed it 


myself. To some extent. 


Finally, there came the day when | decided to talk to lan. | apologized him for what | was doing. | cried, not able 
To stop my tears, not even trying. 

God, | will never forget that look of his blue eyes when he realized that | was going to leave him. He cupped 
my face in his hands. 


"| love you so much," he said, "but | always knew that | won't have you forever. | just wanted it To last as long 
as it was possible. It's a pity that | can't be with you any longer... " 


| took one of his hands and tightly hugged it and to my cheek, wet from tears. 


"Listen, | really wanted our marriage to work | love you too. | don't know how wouldn't |. Nothing can change it. 


But .. | just .. | can't stop thinking about someone else. | thought it was already gone, really ... " 
| terribly stuttered, not being able to explain him all of this what | had on my mind. 


“Shhh ..", he silenced me with a kiss, "| know you've tried, | couldn't ask for anything more. | know who he is .. | 


understand. | don't like you too much now, in this particular moment, to be honest, but.. it'll pass.” 


| looked him straight in the eyes. He REALLY understood. I've seen it. He didn't blame me. He was just incredibly 
sad and disappointed. | hated myself at that moment. | was leaving him, not having basically any hope that 
anything ever comes up with Robert. | made two people unhappy: lan and myself. 


| snorted a line or two, he went to the pub. 


| knew that staying with lan means a stuck in a lie and hurting him even more, even if he didn't realize it then 
It was obvious to me, that it would be the day, sooner or later, when lan would wake up one morning in our 
marriage, with a sense of loneliness. | couldn't let it happen. 

We promised ourselves that no matter what, we remain friends. We started with it and we should end on it. 
Perhaps, we shouldn't have get marry at all. This would save us a lot of sorrow . However, such a friendship, 
it's not the worst of the possible ends of marriage, is it? Time has shown that we managed to achieve it. 
What's more, later | made friends sincerely with lan's present wife, Bron, and even became a godmother to 


their daughter, Grace. 


In September 1985, a month after our quick and quiet divorce, | started to work with the band on recordings, 
which were eventually to become a "Whitesnake" album, published after many health 


perturbations, in 1981. 


Looking for love - Two 


DECEMBER, 1985 


"| wonder why you're still alone. How long are you going to mortify yourself after divorce? lan is the past. You 


are no longer Mrs Gillan. Time to look around for someone new. " 

Jason smiled at me knowingly and gave me a nudge. We were friends since we were kids. Him, chubby son of 
John Bonham and me, Jimmy Page's sister. 

We could understand each other without words. He was few years younger than me, but it didn't matter. We 
shared many common experiences, related to our twisted childhood 

We sat at early lunch in my house, in a gray and cold December day. 


| shrugged in resignation. How many times | have heard similar texts ..? 


"You know, maybe | could be with someone. The problem is that the one with whom | would like to be, doesn't 


want it. That's all. " 
"What do you mean: doesn't want to? Is he an idiot?" | loved Jason for his friendly devotion 
"No, but he may not be aware that I'm interested in him that much.. | don't know. | can't tell him that" 


"Are you kidding? Why? Of course you can! Just take the guy aside and tell him! | wish that some bird speak 
To me so directly. We could save ourselves then all of this twaddle about the bees, flowers and other 


nonsense. ' 


"Oh, really! And how often you already talked about those nonsense with birds, huh? A Casanova in the flesh.. ' 


| laughed at his wisdom. 

"You would be surprised .." he muttered. 

It was all Jason, a small Bonzo. Just like his father, he didn't like to waste time unnecessarily. But he was still a 
kid. He was just 19 and although my age wasn't too impressive too, | knew a little more about male-female 
relations. Not to mention my just ended marriage .. 

"Do | know this guy?" 


"You do, you do very well." | smiled crookedly. "And almost from the day of your birth." 


His eyes turned into two big question marks. In fact, | wasn't afraid of telling him the truth. Despite his young 
age, he was discreet, if the situation demanded that. 


"Not a long time ago you were trying to call him "uncle" and he was vehemently opposing against it ..' 


Jason's jaw dropped. 


Looking for love - Three 


1988. 
In autumn of 1987 | visited Robert's house when my car broke down nearby his house in Kidderminster. 


For our relations it was a very significant visit. At least | thought so. 


We made love for the first time since ages, as it seemed to me. 
Later, Robert and | used to meet briefly from time to time, somewhere in the city, for lunch or drink. 
Several times we ended up in bed where | happily succumbed to his caresses. | felt so at home.. 


He also liked our meetings, he told me about it. We felt relaxed in our own company. We knew each other for 


so long and so well that we didn't have to pretend anything. 


For two or three times we spent together the whole weekend. 


During one of them we visited his parents, and then his younger sister, Alison. 


Meeting with his parents was weird. We met for the first time long ago, back in the days of Led Zeppelin, but 
then | was just Jimmy's sister. This time, Robert Sr. and Annie expected that Robert will explain to them, as 
whom he brought me to them. He didn’t. Although | liked them very much, mutually, | hoped, a certain tension 


during that visit was noticeable. 


It was different with Alison, Robert's sister, who received me warmly, as a best friend. She lived on a small 
farm, also nearby their parents, just like Robert. She was an animal fancier, a sincere person, though perhaps 
not as open as her brother. We got to like each other immediately. Previously, somehow we didn't have a 


chance to meet, but | knew John's sister, Debbie. Strange. For all these years .. 
| had not much time to enjoy newly found closeness with Robert. 
| was working a lot. Whitesnake was very popular, we played many concerts. 


During days, there was no problem. | was too busy to think about the fact, that we really don't have time for 
ourselves. But in the night.. Well, that was different. | was lying in bed sleepless, thinking of him. It was like 


some kind of obsession. | knew, though, that he was working on his career too. 


When | couldn't sleep, | used to ask my band mates for something which was able to help me. They had lots of 
various medicaments. We had a doctor, always being around us, with his pockets full of it. 

Amphetamine was in fashion, cocaine never went out of it. They seemed to be irreplaceable while we wanted to 
play high quality concerts and not to end in hospital after two weeks of tour. So, boys first needed something 


to stimulate and later to calm down their bodies and minds. And they willingly shared with me. 


After the concerts, we usually had parties. Exactly like any other rock band, Whitesnake also wanted to have 
some fun. Guys had lots of female fans who would do literally anything just to find themselves near and spend 
some hopefully pleasant moments with them. 

Guys were exploiting those situations routinely. For them, that was an integral part of rock'n'roll. | was 
watching it a bit from the side, half with amusement and half with disgust, because I've seen it in the past 
already. 

Only fashion changed. The behaviour of the girls was the same as in the heyday of Zeppelin Maybe even 


worse. 


And what about me? There were also a few guys obviously interested in me, looking for my company at those 
parties, but | didn't need that kind of relations. 

| could not imagine to go to bed with one of those strange, as | perceived them, men. They were male 
prostitutes for me, trying to exchange sex for something else - usually aspiring artists, trying to make friends 
and then, promote their own projects or maybe to gain some kind of prestige - stemming from the fact that 
they would go to bed with Page's sister or Whitesnake musician - depending on what appealed to them more. 


| wasn't desperate. And even if it would be difficult to call my sex life exuberant, or even average, | didn't have 
to look for confirmation of my value as a woman in such dealings. 

| was living in this world long enough to know that this type of relationship leave very nasty and difficult to 
get rid of taste of disgust, when you look into your own face in the mirror a day after. 

It concerned even people who normally stroke a pose of a loose rocker. 


| had enough of my own demons battering in my head to feed them with such things. 


So, | was attending those parties because | didn't want to stay in hotel alone, reading another book or watching 
tv. | wanted to be with people. 

There were crowds and lots of alcohol, drugs and loud music. And some food. But | was pretty like my brother 
- | didn't need to eat much, | lived on adrenaline. Although | wasn't as skinny as he was, it would be rather 


hard to call me chubby. 


While | helped myself out with amphetamine or cocaine, the need for food disappeared. | had an assistant, who 
tried to persuade me to eat, seeing that I'm looking worse and worse, but | didn't want to listen to it. 

| was ignoring him as much as | could. I've heard for a few times as our manager complains that | was difficult 
to work with. | couldn't agree. As for the so-called ‘rock star’, | had a very easy, quiet character. | had my 
point of view on most issues, of course, but | didn't cause troubles in any particular way. 

| didn't involve into fights, | was never caught in compromising situation. Sometimes | just simply ceased to 
speak. Manager used to say then, that it feels as if he had Page in the band, but the older one. Apparently, | 


was becoming a clone of my brother. But he really didn't know what he was talking about. For his own luck. 


Anyway, | didn't care. | wanted to get rid of a "Page's younger sister" label. | was sure that | worked on my 
own brand. And our manager never worked with my brother .. 


